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Such quixotry exasperated them and they found deep satisfaction
in the withering and finely articulate onslaught with which his
daughter Violet fell upon his enemies at Paisley and said for him
some of the things he could never be induced to say for himself.
He, on his side, where his family were concerned, was a confirmed
and unblushing partisan. His enthusiasm for Margot's Autobio-
graphy (which did not need the excuse of partisanship) knew no
bounds, and was attested by the thoroughness with which he scoured
the reviews for favourable comment and the resounding anathemas
which he heaped on those who thought they had detected blemishes
in the magnum opus.
The place which Margot filled in his life has already been touched
on, and no one who has read her books or his letters needs any
enlightenment as to its sovereign character. Tha " higher unity,"
in Hegelian phrase, which subsumed natures so disparate was
paradoxical, but solid, potent and enduring. His foursquare, massive
physique, suggesting the rock of Gibraltar, contrasted no less sharply
with her tenuous frame and darting, dragon-fly movement, than
did the quality and method of their two minds. He hewed his
way with clean laborious strokes to the heart of a problem; she
abjured logic and attained truth—or error—with a single hawk-lik6
swoop of divination. As with the hawk, the result was hit or miss,
seldom anything between the two ; but her percentage of hits was
a standing grievance to those who dismiss feminine intuition as an
exploded myth. While accuracy was an iron law of his nature,
candour and a truthful intention was more characteristic of hers
than a pedestrian exactitude in matters of fact. But the relish
which he derived from her account of an episode or a transaction
was often directly proportioned to its freedom from the cramping
touch of history. On one occasion she had to give evidence in a
fashionable action at law, and Raymond was sent to the court to
watch and report on what proved a finished performance. " Well,
Raymond," was the conjugal query when he returned, ee did Margot
get through with a reasonable allowance of perjury ? " And the
tone of the question suggested that he hoped she had not denied
wings to her fancy. He revelled, as did all the family, in her unique
gift of verbal caricature, which seized on the essentials of a face, a
situation, or a character, and expressed them with an inspired
economy of strokes. Readers of her writings will need example
neither of this gift nor of other traits which have made her as famous
as her husband: of her consuming zest for drama and excitement
does not shrink from the limelight and demanded for her

